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Stubbornness and Guilt 


by constantly_thinking 


Summary 


Zorome has a heated argument with his mother, only to realise he was wrong. The truth can 
be hard to accept, but so can saying the words “I’m sorry”. 


Notes 


This story is an interquel to A Hole in the Heart. It is set during the timeskip between Chapter 
1: Prologue and Chapter 2: A New Face. 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Ever had one of those days where you were wrong but didn’t want to fess up to it? Well, I 
have a lot of days like that. I often argue with my friends, especially this one girl with pigtails 
called Miku. Normally, if I am wrong, I never often admit it. 


Well, today was a bit different. 


I didn’t argue with Miku or any other of my friends like Futoshi, Goro or even Mitsuru. The 
person I argued with wasn’t even a part of that circle. 


It was my mother. 


I was getting myself ready to go to Franxx Academy, which is the high school I go to. It’s 

considered one of the best high schools in my home city of Cerasus, next to APE Institute. 
APE is actually run by my father, and I find it pretty cool how he’s in charge and everyone 
respects him. Pd like to be in charge of something one day. 


Oh, and getting back to what I was supposed to talk about. I almost forgot, but how could I if 
it’s about the great Zorome? 


(That’s me, by the way). 


So, there I was that morning, sorting my rucksack out for the academy when I found my 
textbook for science was missing. I immediately asked my mum about it, and she told me she 
didn’t know. I said I couldn’t have done something with it as I often kept my textbooks in the 
rucksack, so I accused her. 


Why, I hear you ask? Well, let’s go back a few months. Like that morning, I was getting 
ready for school when I remembered some maths homework that was due in that day. I had 
already finished the paper I’d been given, and it was just a case of handing it in. 


The only trouble was I couldn’t find it. 


I remembered I had filled it out the day it was given a few days back, and I had done so on 
the kitchen table. 


Any guesses as to where it was not? 


My house was almost flipped onto the roof when I searched the house for it. When my mum 
asked me about why I was in a panic and I gave her my reason, she told me she had moved it 
into my bedroom and left it on my desk. I ran up the stairs into my room and saw the paper 
on my desk, just as she said. 


I was livid. I fumed at her. I demanded why she moved it without my permission, but she just 
said to me I should have been less careless with my belongings. 


Anyway, back to the present. If I wasn’t fuming then, I most certainly was fuming this 
morning. I kept yelling at her, blaming her for moving my textbook, as I was panicking about 
possibly having to buy another one, let alone how I was going to need it for that day’s science 


lesson. My mum was calm, never raising her tone, repeatedly telling me how it was probably 
either lost somewhere around the school and would hopefully be returned to me (I had 
written my name in it) or it might’ve been in my locker. 


I refused to believe her claims. I was convinced she had done something. I didn’t know what, 
but there was no way I would have lost something that belonged to me. And because of that, I 
shouted at her. In fact, I don’t think I’ve shouted as loudly as I did this morning than I have 
any other day. And she still stood firmly with her belief, never bellowing back with swears 
like I did, and stood her ground. 


She had folded her arms, obviously unimpressed with my behaviour, but I didn’t care. I just 
stormed out of the house and started my walk to the academy. When I met up with my 
friends, I told them how annoyed I was with her, but they too joined her side despite not even 
being part of the conversation. I absolutely refused to believe how I was the one responsible 
for my book’s disappearance. They even said I should check my locker when I arrived at the 
academy. As soon as I made it there, that was the first thing I did. 


And it was in my locker all along. 
Oh boy. 


Instantly, I was in denial. How could I have been wrong? Normally I am right. Well, to a 
degree. Why had I left it there? How had I been so careless? Why didn’t I take it home like I 
normally did? 


As I was thinking about all that stuff, I remembered the argument I had with my mum. How 
mad I got with her. All the swears and other words I screamed at her. She may have been 
calm, but did I upset her in some way? 


Throughout the day, I may have still been in denial, but I was guilty. I had never felt so guilty 
before at all. Even when compared to the previous spats with Miku and the rest of my 
friends, the guilt I had was unlike any other. I just had to make it up to my mum for how I 
spoke to her. 


The only problem is I’m not good at apologising when I’ve been stubborn. 


On the way home, I visited a small corner shop and, making sure I had enough money, I 
bought a stick of chocolate-covered fudge. They’re from a famous chocolate maker in the 
UK, and honestly, they know their craft. P ve eaten their chocolate many times and they beat 
even the ones here in Japan. 


I wasn’t being a cheapskate, but I didn’t exactly want to be too extravagant on what I bought 
her in case it made me look desperate for forgiveness. She likes those sticks of fudge anyway, 
which is why I decided to buy one. 


As soon as I arrived home, I called to say that I was in as I kicked my shoes off. She made 
her way down the stairs and confronted me, remaining calm and unimpressed like she was 
that morning. 


“Did you find it?” she asked me. 

“Yes,” I quietly nodded. 

“Where was it?” 

“At school.” I was what my bossy friend Ichigo would call ‘sheepish’. “In my locker.” 
“So, you really had no need to shout at me, did you?” 

I felt so humiliated and ashamed. 

“No.” 

I took my rucksack off and opened it, quickly pulling out the fudge and presented it to her. 
“This is for you.” 


I never looked at her because I was so guilty, but I could tell she was surprised by a small 
gasp I heard. I waited for her to take it. The wait seemed like ages. 


“No.” 


I decided to look at her. Her arms were folded, just like this morning. How could she not 
forgive me? I admitted I was wrong and I bought a treat she liked. 


“I want a proper apology first.” 


God, my heart hurt. Not literally, obviously, but I think you know what I’m talking about, 
don’t you? With my hands grasped together, the fudge in my hand, I said those two words 
with much guilt. 


“I’m sorry.” 

There was a pause. The fudge was still in my hands. She still hadn’t taken it. 
“What for?” 

“Oh god,” I thought to myself. “Come on, Zorome. You can do this.” 

“For yelling at you.” 

“And?” 


This time I paused. For a really long time. I couldn’t tell if I was guilty, begrudged, or 
frustrated by this point. 


“For accusing you of misplacing the textbook.” 


“That’s better.” She then gently took the fudge from my hand and began to unwrap it for 
herself. “Didn’t mother know best?” 


I zipped up my rucksack and put it back on my back, albeit with only one strap. Just before 
she started eating the fudge, I reluctantly decided to kiss her on the cheek, another thing 
which surprised her. When I was younger, I’d often do this whenever I apologised for doing 
something bad to show how ashamed I was. 


I then made my upstairs without even looking at her. Once in my room, I dumped my 
rucksack down and finished any homework before I started gaming on my laptop. As 
annoyed, let alone guilty as I was, I’m glad she was able to forgive me. 


End Notes 


During that internet outage I had, I decided to redraft this as it required very little effort to do 
so. Heck, when I wrote the first draft, I barely needed to put any effort into it. It’s short and 
sweet, so I decided to alter the release order again for the stories in this series. The next 
Heartverse story I'll eventually post was supposed to be before this one. 


Also, this isn't a part of the whole story arc I wish to tell with Zorome in my AU. This story 
is just filler and is two fics away from a story that isn't filler. 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


